COCKNEYS
I knew what my companion said was true, and I wished
that every young horse had as good masters as Farmer
Grey and Squire Gordon.
Of course, we sometimes came in for good driving here.
I remember one morning I was put into the light gig, and
taken to a house in Pulteney Street* Two gentlemen came
out; the taller of them came round to my head. He looked
at the bit and bridle, and just shifted the collar with his hand
to see if it fitted comfortably.
"Do you consider this horse wants a curb?" he said to the
ostler.
"Well," said the man, "I should say he would go just as
well without; he has an uncommon good mouth, and though
he has a fine spirit, he has no vice; but we generally find1
people like the curb."
"I don't like it," said the gentleman. "Be so good as to
take it off, and put the rein in at the cheek; an easy mouth is
a great thing on a long journey, is it not, old fellow?" he
said, patting my neck.
Then he took the reins, and they both got up. I can re-
member now how quietly he turned me round, and then, with
a light feel of the rein, and drawing the whip gently across
my back, we were off.
I arched my neck and set off at my best pace. I found I
had some one behind me who knew how a good horse ought
to be driven. It seemed like old times again, and made me
feel quite gay.
This gentleman took a gf eat liking to me, and after try-
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